'Because of that wife of his   One need only be a
psychologist        '
With a knowing air, she let her lorgnette drop on her
bicephalous bust, topped off with a brooch
'Still,5  said the lady in the mignonette dress,  'we
didn't have any cards that night5
'But we had two sketches staged by amateurs belong-
ing to the best society, and they were such a success Dear
Lmba, our consul-general, revealed himself a great actor
Do you remember when he came on with a tray and a nap-
kin, and said "Save yourselvesf Here's mothcr-m-law'"?
And that air he sang Tra-la-la-la5
'Tra-la-la-la-tra-la'
'We didn't sit down to table till midnight,9 cooed
mignonette
'And we danced till dawn,5 sighed lorgnette
Supper was served The company resembled an iceberg,
with only one-seventh of it sticking out of the water On
the surface there were no more than smiles barely sig-
nificant, glances a trifle languishing But under the table-
cloth hands fondled plump knees and adventuied among
garters
The time for toasts had arrived when the door opened
Sipailov's bent figure stood out on the threshold
Though he had not been invited, the Strangler seemed
quite at his ease He rubbed his hands, which were moist,
as usual, and sneered
'Captain Makeev is wanted at once by the divisional
commander,' he muttered, without looking at his host
His eyes ferreted right and left
'What for?'
*I don't know, my dear fellow, I don't know '
Sipailov took his leave without shutting the door, de-
lighted to have spoiled the evening
Makeev dropped back into his seat
'Well, that finishes it,5 he said
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